MAHATMA RAMALINGAM-

nectar, art Thou sweet in my heart. I was
wallowing in the lower nature. Thy merci-
ful hands have raised me and placed me
among men of true wisdom. Thou knowest
my weak pity. I cannot bear to see fatigue,
distress or sorrow in my relatives and in
others. I cannot bear the hunger, disease
or poverty that afflict others.   When
friends, young and old, relate to me the
woes of life and speak to me about their
family feuds, my heart would burst into
tears. When the bereaved wept for the
dead, my heart quaked with sorrow. My
heart would shudder at the mention of the
wretched sinners that mercilessly kill inno-
cent, dumb creatures to gorge their greedi-
ness in the name of gods and religion. In
the name of a hundred false deities people
kill oxen, goats and hens! 0 I cannot bear-
this! I cannot pass by those places. I
cannot bear to see angling and hunting.
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